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Super Giles 


A WISE DECISION 


Well before the alarm clock went off, Giles knew this was 
going to be the big day. He knew what he wanted. 


“So what?” you may ask. “What’s unusual about a boy of 
ten knowing what he wants?” 


He had thought about it and worried about it for months. 
It had not been an easy decision to make. It could be 
dangerous, but he was definitely going to do it now. He 
could not stay in bed any longer. 


There was another thing too. His room looked very different 
this morning. He looked at the books which he must have 
read at some time, and at the toys which he had tired of 
long ago. He realised that he would not miss any of it at all. 


He heard his father snoring in the next room. He opened 
Be door quietly and crept up to the bed. His father was 
ying on his back with his mouth half-open, snoring gently. 


me hia not see his mother as she had a pillow over her 
ad, 


He stood near the bed, thinking. “Should I wake them up 
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>, 


and tell them what I plan to do? But suppose they didn’ 
understand? 


Suppose they made fun of me? Or worse? Suppose the 

locked me in my room? No, I'd better say nothing and ma 
them find out for themselves. If my plan works, then they’ 
be proud of me.” He left the room quietly. 


At school, the time passed more slowly than usual. Giles 
kept day-dreaming about what was going to happen later 
on“ ....., isn’t it Giles?” thundered the teacher's voice, 


bringing him back to earth. 


What was he talking about? Why were all these idiots 
laughing at him? 


Saved by the bell! Giles picked up his books and rushed off. 
“Giles! Are you coming to play football?” Giles carried on 
as if he had not heard. “Hey, dopey, I’m talking to you,” 
continued the big lump of a fellow. 


“Leave it,” said his friend. “He never wants to play.” 


“Mummy won't let him,” mocked another. Then the whole 
group began to call him names. 


Giles carried on walking. He knew where he was going 
and was beginning to get excited. He walked faster; 


straight ona bit ri h : 
i » Night at the affic 
lights and then .. . corner as far as the tr 
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His heart was beating so fast he thought it would burst. He 

d in front of a shiny red and yellow petrol pump, 
am below a very large sign with big letters written on 
Hg bee the sign as he had done every day: 


SELF-SERVICE 


A few months ago, Giles had found out what a very special 
type of petrol pump Self-Service was. Not at all like the 
other idiot pumps in most petrol stations. They had to wait 
until the attendant came out of his glass cage, before they 
could be of any use. Self-Service did not need anybody. 
He was totally self-reliant. He stood at the side of the road 
looking very dignified. 


Acar horn sounded, bringing Giles back to earth. He stood 
to one side to let a large black car move up to the pump. 
The driver got out, took some notes from his wallet and 
put them into the slot in the pump. 


x 


“Self-Service must be very rich,” thought Giles. 


The man took the cap off his petrol tank and placed the 
Petrol nozzle inside. 


io began to tremble and then suddenly came to 
‘He started humming, gauges began to turn, a light was 


ashing and then fi 
Petrol gushed oat ie cue Ate ie ees 


dis the required amount had been 
rps debby Ye looked disappointed as the last few 
holder. ut, then he Placed the nozzle back in its 


The operation was over as far as Self-Service 
concerned. He stood there, straight and still, waitin : 
the next customer. g for 


The pump did not give petrol to just anybod 


y. Sev 
times, Giles had seen him refuse a single drop eral 


to a driver | 


in too much of a hurry; even though the driver had put 
quite a few notes in. No swear words, pleading, or ah 


a few kicks would make Self-Service change his ming 


When the black car had gone, Giles went up to the pump. | 
He stroked it and put his ear against its tummy. He heard 


its heart beating very deep down. “I shall be like you.” he 
murmured. Self-Service trembled slightly. 


Giles did not return home like he normally did. He went 
around the town until he came to a very busy road, which 
he did not recognise. He followed the road for a few miles 
until he became exhausted. He looked around carefully, 
then threw his satchel into the bushes. He took a few steps 
forward and found a good spot right next to the busy road. 
He stood erect and remained very still; feet together; head 
up in the air; looking directly in front of him, in a slightly 
superior way. 


Since this morning Giles had known exactly what he 
wanted to be: a petrol pump. Slowly he moved his right 
hand up to his head and stuck two fingers into his ear. 


A GREAT MISUNDERSTANDING 


Giles had been there for ten minutes at the most, when 
a dirty, grey army truck came by. It was decorated with a 
large number of flags which flapped in the wind, and the 
radio was playing a military march full blast. When the men 
in it saw Giles standing upright with his fingers in his ear, 
they automatically gave him a military salute. 


The jeep stopped a little further on from where Giles was 
standing. The soldiers stared at him. 


“It’s real enough. We didn’t imagine it after all!” said a 
slightly-built soldier with a little moustache. He had all sorts 
of stars, stripes, ribbons and crosses pinned on his uniform. 
He looked very important. “See how upright he is!” 


A second, much bigger man with red hair and a large 
moustache gave an admiring whistle. He had just a few 
stripes and two coloured ribbons on his jacket. 


“Let him be an exam 


ple to you!” he shouted anarily to two 
other soldiers, . ee 


They had no Stripes, stars, ribbons or crosses at all. They ® 
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nodded in agreement and looked enviously at little Giles 
who did not move. 


“What discipline, what style!” boomed the big voice. 
“Sergeant, ask him which company he belongs to.” 


“Certainly, General, at the double,” replied the man with 
the large moustache. 


With a great effort he covered the fifty metres from the jeep, 
clicked his heels and saluted Giles. 


“Sergeant Ventripotent, special mission from Brigadier 
General Vanderspleen, chief of the armed forces. The 
General wants to know who you are!” 


A horrible smell of garlic hit Giles full in the face and the 
blast of the sergeant’s voice blew his hair about. Giles did 
not budge. 


He thought quickly, “What should I do? Give him an 
answer? No, a talking petrol pump would be unbelievable!” 


Yet he did want to remain on good terms with the army. 
He might be able to supply them with petrol later on: 


thousands of jeeps, lorries and aeroplanes. Almost without 
opening his mouth Giles told him: 


“++ .DING...DING.. .lam Giles... DING. . . the petrol 
Pump ....DING...DING” 


The sergeant’s mouth fell open in amazement. He stared 
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hard at Giles. 


“Sergeant, are yOU coming?” enquired the General — 
his fingers on the jeep door impatiently. The large mers 
rushed back immediately. 


“Well, what news?” asked the General. 


“He's part of a special army petrol supply service .__ 
something to do with providing petrol. ..1 think 
_..General,” he babbled. His face was red and he was 


sweating. 


“Petrol supply. Interesting,” said the General. “Certainly 
useful to the army. Essential even, I would say.” 


Then he turned to the sergeant. 


“T'd like to congratulate this soldier personally.” He jumped 
into the jeep and drove off towards Giles, the other three 
soldiers running behind. 


He saluted Giles briefly, then walked around and examined 
him from all angles, tapping him lightly with his stick. 


Giles held his breath. 


“Will he see it?” wondered Giles. “Will he see I'm a petrol 
pump? Will he think I’m a nice pump? Will | make a good 
impression on him? Perhaps. . .he’ll want to... - fill up?” 


A sudden wave of Panic passed over Giles. 
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“Pm not ready to do that yet. I can’t!” 
/ 


He looked at the General out of the corner of his eye + 
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General was taking out his wallet! 


“Oh no” groaned Giles, “he’s getting some Money 
ready...” 


The General took a gold ribbon from his wallet, stood in 
front of Giles, talked seriously about . . . SENSE OF Duty 

.... GOOD EXAMPLE OF DISCIPLINE .. and then 
pinned the ribbon on to Giles’s chest. 


The General had tears in his eyes. The soldiers clapped, 
full of admiration. Only the fat sergeant continued to look 
at Giles rather defiantly. 


“Good, let’s be on our way. A Generals life is a very busy 
one. Duty calls.” 


He got into the jeep followed by the others. The driver 
started the engine and the General threw a final glance at 
Giles. 


“Remind me to send someone to measure him for a new 
uniform, sergeant,” he said. 


The sergeant lifted his eyes to heaven and gave a big sigh. 
The jeep continued on its way; flags flapping in the wind 
and the radio still playing full blast. 


le 


A NEIGHBOUR 


d not know what to think! Should he be annoyed 
ot understand? Or should he be 
e of one 


Giles di 
because those idiots did n 
of his decoration? In any case, he was sur 
he was the first petrol pump ever to be decorated 
e Armed Forces! That really was 


proud 


thing: 
by a real General of th 


something! 


The day passed by as if nothing had happened. 


The sun dazzled Giles as it went down. But he did not blink 


his eyes once! 


The amount of traffic on the road increased. People were 
going home from work. One child gave Giles a friendly 
wave, another one made a rude sign at him. A man ina 
bright red sports car screeched to a halt and asked him if 
he was hitch-hiking. Most paid absolutely no attention to 
the rather strange boy standing to attention on the side of 
the road. Evening came and it began to rain slightly. A 
streetlamp lit up close by. 


Giles gave a big sigh. 
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: ! f those by; 
oof over his head. One 0 tightly 
If only he pers large petrol stations have: but then Self. 
lit ange not have one either, did he? He WAS not 
chiki ae the rain and he did not make a fuss. 
protec 


He straightened himself up even more and tried not to think 
e stra 
about getting wet. 


felt extremely hungry. Understandable after 
x pena he would be sitting down to a _ of see 
and vegetables by now. His mouth watered as he si 
his mother putting the pudding on the table. Then he 
thought of his mother. She must be really worried. 


“Where's he got to now?” he could hear her saying. 


“We'll have to be more Strict with him! What’s he thinking | 
of! Only ten years old and out after dark!” 


“I bet he’s still do 
say from behind 
when he's there.” 


wn at the p 


etrol pump,” his father would 
his Paper. 


“He always forgets the time 


'0 regret his dec; ion 


erhaps he had 
stig €d to the Skin, h cram nae 
Needles in the two fingers wi 
ic 
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yered. He suddenly felt very silly, a bit sick and 


; iles shi 
Gi nely. Tears rolled down his cheeks and mingled 


terribly lo 
: ih the drops of rain. 


“Go back home!” 


“Be reasonable for once. Just be a normal little boy!” 


“You'll be going to school tomorrow!” 


“Don't be stupid!” 


“Go home!” 


“Give it up!” 
“Go home!” 
Voices kept running through his head. 


“'m a petrol pump,” said Giles emphatically. “A wonderful 
shiny petrol pump! I’m very strong and nothing or nobody 


will make me change my mind!” 


“OK, I can hear you, I’m not deaf,” said a voice suddenly, 
from the direction of the sky. 


se thought he would die of fright! A voice from the sky! 

teacher at school had often talked about it. About this 
: man with a long white beard who lived on high and 
new and saw everything. 
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u. . .God?” he asked in a small Voice 
are yOu... 
“Are you... 


A great shout followed by peals of laughter was the , 
grea 


nly 
reply. 
“He's going to fall off his cloud any 
ith fear. “He’s going 
Sete and waited for the blow to come. 
minute, 


The laughter now turned to a sort of chuckling sound. 


“That's. . . . that’s really good! Good lord. . | haven't 
laughed so much in years!” 

He was obviously in a good mood and Giles was not quite 
as frightened any more, 


“Happy to make your acquaintance, neighbour.” The voice 
was now calm again. 


“You can 
: - : 
; Streetlamp?” aid Giles . ee : 
“Yes and wh 
Y not? You're ; 
a ither» Not doj 
p mp either: Teplied the street iis too b 
16 mp. 


“That's right, but I've not been a petrol pump very long 


at all,” explained Giles. 


“{ know, I saw you. You were still a boy when you arrived. 
A small boy with a satchel,” agreed the streetlamp. It felt 
like centuries ago to Giles. 


“Are you OK?” asked the streetlamp. 


“Yes, fine,” replied Giles emphatically, hoping that his friend 
had not seen him crying a moment ago. “A few problems 
with the rain, that’s all.” 


“Water's always a problem,” said the streetlamp seriously. 
“It makes you very rusty. It starts off with a little patch but 
before you know it, it’s everywhere and you end up ona 


scrap heap.” 
Giles rolled his eyes at the thought. 
“Can’t you do anything about it?” he asked. 


“Yes, fortunately,” replied the streetlamp. “A new coat of 
paint works wonders. The base coat is the most important 
one.” 


‘I must remember that,” thought Giles. 


i elatiar ati could teach him a thing or two. He was 
fied cat Pe almost forgot he was a petrol pump and 
fold: alk about a bit to consider what he had just been 

» but he could not move his feet. It was as if he was 
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Ln a 


stuck in concrete, as if he had no feet 


What did it mean? At first he ha 
now he could not move. He | 
recognise what he saw: his tummy, le 

: » legs, kne 
had all gone! Disappeared! A sort of metallic mt | fet 
just below his chin and went right down to the arpa Pe 
wanted to touch it but he couldn’t move his arm, “ 


d not wanted 
to Move 
ooked down and diq Me 


“My feet...” he muttered, “my... -my legs! 1. . J, 


” 


The streetlamp seemed to lean forwards to look closer at 
Giles. 
“Nothing serious, don’t worry!” said the streetlamp, 
soothingly. “That’s normal. It always starts at the bottom. 
Anyway, it’s very nice. Well done! But think about your 
paintwork! Rust should be taken seriously. . ” 


18 


AN UNFORTUNATE MISTAKE 


must end no matter how cold, damp and 


Every night 
s. When morning came the sun shone. 


miserable it i 


Giles liked his new coat and looked down his nose to 
admire himself. His thin, bony body had become a 
smooth, metallic surface. His right arm was large and 
rubbery and his fingers were firmly fixed in his ear. He was 
a real pump now! No-one would mistake him for a little 
boy or a soldier or a hitch-hiker any more! 


It was difficult not to move when you felt excited. He 
could still turn his head a little to the left and right. He had 
a very good view up the road and suddenly he saw some- 
one approaching! A man was striding along carrying 
something. It looked like a bucket or a bag. Giles screwed 
up his eyes to see what it was... .a satchel, maybe? 


The object had a spout. “Could it be a watering can, or 
a large coffee pot?” he wondered. 


qeaetly Giles realised what it was. “Why hadn't | 
: ought of it before?” It was simply a petrol can, a big ten 
itre petrol can! 
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Giles cheered up a lot. This was not an 


7 y Ordinary 
customer. It was a man in a hurry, wanting to fill up tt 
: e 


can and return'to his car. Maybe he had been Walking fo, 
hours to find some petrol. 


“He is going to be so pleased to see me. There is no doubj 
about that!” Giles glowed with pride. 


When he arrived at the pump, the man put down his can 
and sat on it. He put his arms behind his head and 
yawned. Then he scratched his hairy chest, closed his 
eyes and turned his smiling face to the sun. 


“Why doesn’t he want any petrol” thought Giles 
impatiently. “Maybe he wants to rest a bit first, after 
‘ having walked so far. Yes, that must be it!” 


The man opened his eyes again. He took a map from his 
pocket and unfolded it so that:it hid him completely. 


“What’s he doing now?” 

customer rather difficult, “W 
Why doesn’t he just have so 
perhaps the car’s so far fro 
back?” Giles was thinking, 


Giles was finding his first 
hy a map for goodness sake! 
me petrol? Ten litres of it! Or 
m here he’s forgotten the way 


The man careful ; 
tue efully folded the map, put it in his pocket and 


“That’s it now!” 


coming. . .!” thought Giles triumphantly, 


“Now he’s 
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he man got uP from the petrol can and without looking 
Ti 6 ies at all, got ready to go on his way. This was really 
at Wasn't he good enough? Didn't he 


uch for Giles. 
real petrol pump? The man had not even 


known he was there. It was awful, really awful! Giles was 
. worked up he nearly burst his metal jacket in anger. He 


was not going to let it go at that! 


all too ™ 
jook like a 


t didn’t matter to him at this moment 


AW he hissed. | 
d to talk. 


“Psst . 
petrol pump Is not suppose 


that a 


The man turned and looked questioningly at Giles. 


“'m here!” said Giles. 
“So what?” asked the man. 


“Well, can’t you see I'm a petrol pump?” replied Giles. 
“p e,.t..r..0..1 What you need to make the car 


go...” 

“What's that to me?” The man shrugged his shoulders 
and put down the can again. “As if I hadn’t got enough 
to carry! Do you know what a can like this weighs? It feels 
as if it still has at least a litre in it as well.’ He shook the 
can and liquid sloshed about inside. 


“Haven't 
vent you run out of petrol?” Giles was beginning to 
realise he had been wrong. : 


“Don't 
is ae me about that!” shouted the man, waving 
ut. “I’m always out of petrol. Never known 


pA 


ee 


a time when I wasn’t. All my life I’ve been Carrying this 
can more than I’ve driven the car: 

Now it was Giles’s turn to look at the man without saying 
anything. 


“Fortunately, those times are now in the past,’ continued 
the man happily. “I’ve sold my car. It’s a simple solution, 
When you’ve got no car, you can’t run out of petrol! 


“But... why do you carry the can around with you?” 
asked Giles hesitantly. 


‘ ? * ip) 
The man thought for a minute. “Why shouldn't I carry it? 
Does it bother you? It makes me feel safe. 


The man didn’t seem to notice the look of ala 
on Giles’s face. “What’ll happen if I fill this can up: 
continued the man. “I'll have to buy a car again and put 
up with the same old problems! No thanks, not for me! 


He looked at Giles defiantly. 
Do you think perhaps I should 
it’s ridiculous, don’t you. You’r 
was becoming really nasty. “ 
do you know tha 
where is the 


“Do you think that’s stupid? 
have sold the can? You think 
e laughing at me!” The man 
You look ridiculous yourself, 


t? Where does the money go in? And 
automatic dispenser??!” 


Giles felt so ashamed he 


wished the ground would swallow 
him up! “You can have 


your petrol free”’ he babbled. 
“Free!” 
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yelled the man. “Now I’ve heard it all! A petrol 


ee 


pump giving free petrol doesn’t exist! Are YOU teal. 
petrol pump?” 

Then he suddenly picked up his can and strode away, 
He came back again, pointed a finger sarcastically at Giles 
and shouted: “Petrol pump! You’re a liar, that’s what you 
are! Just a fool! And where’s your meter by the way?” 


Giles was knocked out by this attack. He looked at the 
man, dumbfounded. 
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A HARD LESSON 


Soon the man with the petrol can was just a tiny speck 
in the distance. Then he finally disappeared. His words, 
however, still resounded inside Giles’s head: 

“You're a liar!” “Just a fool!” “You look ridiculous!” 
“Where's your automatic dispenser?” “Where’s your 
meter?” 


“What can I do to get an automatic dispenser and a 
meter?” he wondered with despair. If only he had paid 
more attention at school. Every time the teacher talked 
about figures, Giles used to fall asleep. 


“And how do I get rid of my head?” He tried various 
things: holding his breath, closing his eyes tight, pushing 
his head down into his shoulders and imagining it had 
disappeared. When he tried doing all four movements at 
once, he heard a song: 


Baa! baa! cheep cheep! What a silly fool! 
Yes sir! No sir! We all bawl. 


“My head’s disappearing in a song,” thought Giles. 
low strange! It's nice and it doesn’t hurt at all! He 
Iried holding his breath and closing his eyes again. 


First it's mathematics, then it’s geography. 
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Oh dear lord sir! What a mystery! 


The song became louder and ruder. Suddenly he hears 
a slap, and the song continued softly again: is 


Woof! Woof! Moo! Moo! What a silly cow! 
Yes Miss! No Miss! What’s up now? 


came a very small voice, followed by three loud slaps. 
“It’s finished,” said Giles. “My head’s gone!” 


What would happen if he opened his eyes, now that he 
had no head? Very slowly, he tried to do so and saw a 
group of children sitting around him. All had satchels 
except two who were carrying a large blackboard. A 
teacher was with the group and he was rather angry. 


“A couple of smacks for being cheeky,” he raged at a small, 
boy with one red cheek. 


“Failed,” sighed Giles. He had still got his head. 

“Stand the blackboard up against the lamp post,” ordered 
the little man. “All in a semi-circle,” he commanded. 
Pushing and shoving. The children took their places with 


their backs towards Giles. “Silence!” roared the teacher. | 


“Today we're going to do. . . ” — and here he paused for 
a moment — “numbers!” 


“Ah” thought Giles, “just what I need! I must Pay — 
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ntion this time and not fall asleep!” 


atte 


The teacher had taken off his big hat and held it out, brim 


uppermost. 


need to start off with,” he explained, tapping 
f his hat with a ruler, “is an abacus.” He fished 
his hat and brought out a big white rabbit. He 
s head. “What's this Virginia?” he asked. 


“What we 
the brim © 
around in 
lifted it above hi 


“A rabbit, sit,” she replied immediately. 


“You're not paying attention, Virginia! Do you want me to 
give you a hundred lines!” 


“But it IS a white rabbit, sir,” she insisted. “With long ears 


and black paws. -” 


“That’s enough!” yelled the teacher. “What insolence! Do 
you think I'm here to be made a fool of?” 


Drop — drop — drop. . .three little rabbit droppings fell 
on his bald head. The teacher suddenly looked upwards. 


“It's : .”” he stammered when he saw what he was 
holding above his head. No sooner was the rabbit down 
on the floor than he bounded off into the bushes. 


Ps abacus. ..” he repeated. This time an abacus really 
i appear. “Hold ita minute Debbie!” 


A little oir} wi 
little girl with a turned up nose and at least a hundred 


Zi 


freckles got up and took the abacus. 


“Put it over on the petrol pump a moment and [| 


you later how it works.” I show 


Debbie did as she was told and went t 
held his breath. owards Giles. He 


“Shall I put it on his head, sir?” asked Debbie hesitantly 


“Another stupid question. You will write out one thousand 
times: a petrol pump has no head!” replied the teacher 


“You're right,” thought Giles and he did his best to make 
his head look as unlike a head as possible. 


Debbie started to stare at Giles. Then she burst out 
laughing. “What a funny face he’s pulling!” 


“You're asking for it Debbie!” shouted the teacher. “Write 
out one thousand times: a petrol pump has no head and 
it does not pull faces! One thousand lines!” 


“That'll teach her,” thought Giles. Debbie put the abacus 
on Giles’s head with a bang. “Ow!” shouted Giles. 


“What did you say, Debbie?” asked the teacher. 


“T didn’t say anything at all. It was the petrol pump! 


protested Debbie. 


“Debbie, please, go back to your place and sit down, 
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chouted the teacher. 


t back indignantly and proceeded to tell the 


ie wen 
Debbi t to her about the strange petrol pump. 


jittle girl nex 


Meanwhile the teacher got on with the lesson. He prod- 
yced a whole series of numbers from his hat, a lot of 5’s, 
g's and a very fat 8, multiplication, plus and minus signs, 
the nines, the rule of three, a long square root and a vulgar 
fraction. He shared them all around and the children got 
into a circle and arranged them in different ways. 


Giles watched them impatiently. If only he could do that. 


After a while, the children had had enough and returned 
to their places. Debbie started to complain about the 
thousand lines she had got because of the stupid pump. 


“Debbie, don’t make a spectacle of yourself,’ said Linda, 
“You've always got to be the centre of attention!” 


“Oh yes?” said Debbie getting to her feet. “Well, isn’t this 
ahead? Did I make it up? See for yourself!” The children 
all went to look at Giles. 


‘Debbie's tight!” shouted Fred. “It really has got a head. 
A little boy’s head!” 


Can you talk, head?” asked John. 


Giles kept his 


lips ti ing to talk 
to chit nets is ps tightly shut. He was not going to ta 


© were still at school! 
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ae 


- iti. 


/ 
“He can’t talk at all,” said Linda excitedly. “ / 
NX 
he can't!” % “YOU can see 
“But he’s got a mouth,” said Fred thoughtfully. “And 
and ears.” He poked Giles’s cheek with his finger Ae 
it feels like a head too.” - And 4 
“ll ring! Perhaps there’s someone at home,” shouted 
John and he pulled hard on Giles’s ear. 
“Ow!” cried Giles and the abacus fell off his head. { 
i 
This frightened the children and they moved back. { 


“See, he CAN speak!” said Debbie triumpantly. 


Linda looked disappointed. “Do you call that speaking? 
It was just a noise, that’s all.” 


“Pump, please say something else,” pleaded Debbie. 
“If | keep quiet, maybe they'll go away,’ thought Giles and 
pinched his lips together even tighter. 


Fred took a sharp number 7 from his pocket and tried to 
push it into Giles’s mouth. Encouraged by the others, he 
then tried to get it up Giles’s nose. Giles could not stop 
sneezing. 

| 


It's a monster!” shouted Linda. “Kill it!” 


jin te all the children threw themselves at POO" 
- They pulled his hair, stuck their fingers in his n05® 
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Pulled at h 


is rubbe . 
body. Gile T arm, kickeg 


and scrat, : 
S was overcome With fear and his Metal 
“They're going to tear m 


, e to pieces!” ‘ 
doesn’t the teacher do  bSaned, Why 


something?” 


But the teacher was too busy. He was 
mouth and bringing a whole load of thing 
In fact, the pile of objects was so high that 
disappeared behind it! 


foaming at the 
S Out of his hap 
the teacher had 


“Push. . . heave... push,” now the children were trying 
to tip Giles over. 


“Oh stop! Please stop!” cried Giles, but no-one heard 
him. 


i i d. The children were 
i bbling like ma ee 

pe hee th delight. Giles saw piesa re : 

eee: os all around him. He opene 

mocking 1a 


wi hewed 
tin it. Hec il 
square root init Me™ 
hout but someone stuffed a sq 's, Ts, division sig 
Ss aa 
llowed 
and swa 


i. Then came 9 
fraction bars an 


1 
j 
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IT NEVER RAINS BUT IT POURS 


“Giles, hey, Giles!” 


Someone was calling him. He felt as though he was } 
waking up out of a deep sleep. Was it his mother? Had | 
he overslept? Giles tried to get up but he couldn't. i 


“Where am I?” he muttered feebly. With great difficulty, 
he opened his eyes and looked straight into the light of 
the streetlamp. 


“At last!” sighed the streetlamp. “I was beginning to think 
you'd never wake up!” 


vies began to moan. Everything came back to him: the 
eacher with his conjuror’s hat, the children attacking him, 
© figures he had been forced to swallow. Thank 


S°dness they had all gone now and it was night time 
nce again, 


“Wh 


You’ 


at happened?” asked the streetlamp. “You look as if 
ve been under a train!” 


Gilec 
“es Moaned again. He looked miserable. His lovely 


33 


a 


metal jacket was full of dents and covered with scratches 
He was lying on his back with his rubber arm twisteg 
round and couldn't get up without someone’s help, 


“There’s a nasty crack here, near the counter,” he heard 


” 


the streetlamp say. “If water gets IN oiswee 
“Did you say counter?” interrupted Giles. 


“Yes” said the streetlamp. “It’s got windows with figures 
inside” He lent over a little. “Price per litre, number of 
litres and total price. So what? You’re a petrol pump, 


aren’t you?” 


Giles could scarcely believe it! He had a counter! It must 
be due to the abacus and all the figures and things which 
the children had made him swallow. Some good had 
come out of it after all! 


“And I see that your peculiar head has gone,” added the 
streetlamp. “How did you do that?” 


“It did itself” answered Giles. “So many things have 
happened to me recently, I must have lost my head!” 


“I wasn’t going to mention it before,” said the streetlamp, 
“but that head didn’t suit you at all. You look much better 
now. Much more like a proper pump!” 


Giles was so happy he almost forgot about not being able 
to get up. No car would stop at a petrol pump lying on 
its back now would it? 
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was wrong though. An old lorry drew up alongside 
He ound to a halt. The doors opened, then two men 
-. overalls appeared. They looked rather suspicious and 
weed nervously about. 


There it is Rowlands,” said one. He had a stubbly beard 
and very dirty overalls, and the one called Rowlands 
joked just as bad. 


“You did well to spot that, Smithy,” said the other. “It’s not 
every night you find an old, worn-out petrol pump lying 
on the roadside!” 


“Pm neither old nor worn-out!” thought Giles indignantly. 
It seemed as if Smithy was of the same opinion. 


“Perhaps we can get it going again,” he suggested. “Take 
out the dents, a new coat of paint ....” 


Giles thought this was an excellent idea! This Smithy was 
a good chap! 


et we could sell it and make some money,” continued 
mithy, 


"| don't know 


fag. ,’ said Rowlands, “there’s a lot of work to do. 


at this crack. That'll take at least a day to mend. And 


€ counter is all sabe a “ 

F scrap” rusted up. In my opinion, it’s only go 

“Well ” F 

any | 822)" said Smithy. “Let’s get it on board before 
one comes along.” 
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Giles was furious. “Sell me 
heap! I'll tell them what I think about eae n the Scrap | 


He had not got a mouth any more, so no 
out. He did not understand it. How had he 
streetlamp then? Maybe it was something t 
being human. 


words came | 
talked to the 
© do with Not 


Meanwhile the men had put a chain around him and 
attached it to a small crane on the lorry. Rowlands Pulled 
the lever and with much creaking and squeaking, the 
crane began to move. Giles felt himself being lifted up into 
the air. 


“It’s heavy,” said Smithy. 


“One hundred kilogrammes at least,’ replied Rowlands, 
“Tt'll definitely bring a lot for scrap.” 


“Put me down!” Giles cried. 


The only thing the men could hear was a ding ... ding 
... ding sound. 


“You can see it’s worn out,” said Rowlands. “Even the 
counter doesn’t turn round.” 


Giles landed on the back of the lorry on top of a pile of 
fridges, bikes and other pieces of old scrap. 


“It'll all go in the crusher tomorrow,” he heard Rowlands 
say. 
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AN UNEXPECTED FRIEND 


The crusher was terrifying to look at! Giles was still on the 
back of the lorry. He was on top of the other pieces of 
scrap, and he could not take his eyes off the crusher! It 
was a gigantic steel monster and had a shifty look about 
it. It was like a snake waiting quietly with its mouth open 
to gobble up its prey. There was a sort of platform on one 
side on to which an old car had been lowered. 


Smithy was operating the machine. He pulled a lever and 
the monster began to rattle and shake. An arm began to 
push the car towards the open mouth. As the car 
disappeared from view, there was a terrible, deafening, 
grinding noise. Sparks and smoke came from the 
machine. Then all of a sudden, everything was as still and 
quiet as before. 


“Where’s the car gone?” wondered Giles. 


At that moment, the crusher suddenly belched. A small 
compressed piece of iron, less than a metre high, fell out 
of the machine. Giles could just make out some parts of 
the car: a bit of bumper, a shattered headlamp and a hub 
cap. 


Rowlands was now moving the crane overhead ne 
Giles tried desperately to hide behind a bike wheel, but ne 
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+ quite make it. The grab came down and sunk 


) 
¢ yen into a pile of scrap iron. 
its 
ridge, two bikes and some broken roller skates went 
eee up into the air. Giles had escaped death this time 
‘ad for how long? 
aonly Las a boy again,” he thought, “I could easily run 
away.” ( 


The crusher carried on with its job. It swallowed every- 
thing and belched it out the other end. The crane swung 


over yet again. 


“| can’t get away this time,” thought Giles. 


The grab came nearer .... Giles was at the top of the 
pile. He began to cry as he felt the grab get hold of him. 
A moment later, he was up in the air. 


The crane stopped suddenly. The big open mouth was 
just below. 


“Well, it won’t hurt for long, then it'll all be over,’ thought 
iy for the last time as he waited for the grab to release 
im. 


Nothing happened! Then Rowlands jumped down from 
the cab and ran towards another man. | 


oe did you get that petrol pump from?” asked the 
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Giles could not see the man, but he 


recognised t 
ten litre petrol can he was carrying! he large 


“It’s none of your business!” said Rowlands, 


“No?” smiled the man. “That pump was at the Side of the 
road yesterday!” 


“Mind you own business,” shouted Rowlands. “Get out of 
here!” 


“Ok. I'll go and tell the police,” bluffed the man. 


“The time it takes them to get here, the pump will have 
gone through the machine long since,” scoffed Rowlands. 
He went back to the crane and started up the engine. 


“Do something!” yelled Giles. 


But the man obviously thought there was nothing further 
to be done and he started to leave. 


The grab opened and its load tumbled out slowly. Giles 
found himself on the platform just next to the gaping hole. 
The arm then began to move forward. Giles was pushed 
very slowly towards the thick walls right inside the cavern. 
Just a little further and that would be it... -! 


“Stop the machine!” came a sudden shout. 


‘ 7 t 
There was Smithy down below, waving his arms abou 
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madly. He went up to the man with the petrol can. | 
“What have you got there?” he cried. “A Staalbush 19291 
Nearly sixty years old. Pure metal! Rounded corners! It’s 
an antique! Let me have it a minute.” 

The man handed him the petrol can. 

“Tt’s really solid. Got a real cast iron spout! They don't 
make them like that any more! How much do you want 
for it? Whatever you say is fine by me. I’ll buy it anyway!” 
“But I really don’t want to sell it!” protested the man. 
“One hundred pounds,” offered Smithy. 

“Td rather keep my petrol can.” 


“One thousand pounds!” 


“Tt’s been with me all my life,” said the man, obviously not 
wanting to part with it. 


“In exchange for the petrol pump?” suggested Smithy. 
“You wanted it didn’t you?” 


Giles hardly dared breathe. “Do it!” he thought. “Please 
say yes. Surely I’m worth more than a petrol can! I’m a 
whole pump!” 


The man hesitated. “I don’t know. The pump doesn’t look 
in very good condition to me.” 
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oput it’s not worn out at all,” said Smithy. “A little bit of 
work on it, and it'll be as good as new!” 


Giles trembled. “Whoever would have thought my life 
would depend on a petrol can?” he thought. 


There was silence whilst the man thought about it. 


“OK. You do it up and put it back where you found it and 
you can have my petrol can,” he replied at last. 


“Agreed,” said Smithy and the two men shook hands. 


Rowlands then returned Giles safe and sound back down 
to the ground. 


Giles began to jingle with relief. 


“Be quiet!” said the man in a low voice. “Otherwise you'll 
be for it again! I knew there was something special about 
you right from the start. You’re intelligent. And you were 
right about me carrying around a petrol can all the time. 
It was really rather stupid. I was going to throw it away 
actually. Well, I hope you’re happy now. Good luck!” 


“Ding, ding,” said Giles by way of thanks. 
“Good,” said the man happily. “Now I can begin a new life. 


I think I'll start off by seeing a bit of the world!” He began 
to whistle and went on his way. Without the petrol can. 
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THE FIRST. TIME 


Rowlands and Smithy were as good as their word: two 
days later, Giles was in his old place on the side of the 
road next to the streetlamp. 


What a difference there was! He looked just like new! 
Smithy had smoothed out all the bumps, filled in the 
worst cracks with plaster and soldered the large hole by 
the counter. Then he had painted Giles bright yellow, 
cleaned his rubber arm and re-silvered the nozzle. 


Giles stood there enjoying the sunshine. The streetlamp 
had winked at him several times. 


An enormous articulated lorry ground to a halt in a cloud 
of smoke. It was three times as high as Giles and a good 
twenty metres long. Why had he stopped? Did he need 
petrol? Giles could see two gigantic tanks almost as big as 
himself under the lorry. Would he be able to fill them? 
Had he got enough petrol? This was a bit too much. 


“Why couldn’t it have been a small car?” he thought. 
After all, this was the first time. It was not going to be easy. 
The driver got out of his cab, walked around his lorry and 
kicked the tyres a bit. He then lit a cigarette. 


Giles was very worried. His counter was fine, he was sure 
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Rowlands had re-arranged the figures and 


of a she moving parts. 
eas? 


uid work!” thought Giles, trying to feel brave about 
0 


re do it now, I never will!” 


fear 


tter fill up,” the driver muttered, “otherwise I’ll never 
afd nan He walked slowly up to Giles. 
— 


ut fs see HOW much it costs here,” he said, looking at the 
ICE PER LITRE column. “Eh! Forty pence! That’s i 
P Jiculously expensive. A litre usually costs no more than 
ri ; 


thirty-five. ; } 


How could Giles have known that? Rowlands had set the } 
price and obviously Giles had thought he was right. He | 
quickly changed the four to a two. 


“Eh?” said the driver, “my eyes must be going funny. It’s 
only twenty pence now. That’s cheap! The cheapest in the 
country | should think! Pll fill up!” 


He took a wad of banknotes from his wallet, separated 
them and fed them one by one into the automatic dispenser. 


“This is the first lot of money I’ve earned all on my ownl” 
thought Giles with delight. As soon as the first note had 
been fed into the slot, he mustered all his strength. He 


reathed in so quickly that the driver's fingers got stuck in 
the slot as well. 


‘You animal!” The driver pulled back his hand and began 
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to rub his fingers. 
Giles was amazed at his own strength. 


“Calm down,” he said to himself. “Take it easy” And he 
pulled the next lot of banknotes in much more carefully, 
He was enjoying the process so much that he carried on 
sucking way after the last note had disappeared. The 
driver frowned and kicked the delivery pipe. 


Giles swallowed hard. It was difficult to think of everything 
at the same time. What should he do now? Oh yes, petrol! 
Suddenly, his insides felt very empty. “What should I do? 
How do I go about it?” 


The driver grabbed the nozzle and pulled it out of its 
holder. 


“T shall never do it; moaned Giles, when suddenly a jet 
of petrol spurted up into the air. 


? 


“Hey....stop...,” yelled the driver. He tried to grab 
hold of the pipe again and got soaked with petrol. “Good 
heavens!” he cursed. “This pump’s a disaster!” 


Giles was becoming increasingly red with shame. What a 
mug he was! 


The driver remembered all the money he had put into the 
machine and tried again. 


“Don't think of anything,” thought Giles. “Just don’t think 
of a single thing.” 


46 


— 


_ 


put the nozzle into his petrol tank. Nothing 
The man left the nozzle where it was. He went 


ened. eee . 
year d kicked Giles in the shins harder than he had ever 
0 


The ma 


“ping, ding!” went Giles. He was frightened now and 
suddenly his counter began to turn, and large quantities 
of petrol were pumping through his rubber arm. 

“Gometimes a good thump does the trick,” muttered the 


man. 


“Did you see how well I did it? I filled him right up! 
Good wasn’t it?” Giles could not stop gabbling on at the 
streetlamp when the lorry had gone. 


The streetlamp smiled. “You were fantastic. I’m very 
proud of you!” 


“Now I’m a real petrol pump!” Giles stretched out his 
rubber arm. He was happy standing in the sun, listening 
to the birds singing and hammering away. Hammering? 


“Something’s wrong,’ thought Giles. “Birds don’t 
hammer, even when they’re building their nests. Hey, 
streetlamp!” he shouted, “can you hear that noise?” 


The streetlamp had been dozing and woke up with a 
jump. “What noise? I thought it was something to do with 
you. That you were playing with your counter perhaps.” 


They both looked around. Two men were working a little 
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further along the road. They were putting iy seine 
barriers across the road and a large sign. 


“They're mad!” shouted Giles angrily. “They’re throwing 
all sorts of things into the middle of the road! No-one will 
be able to get through if they put much more down!” 


“There’s something written on the sign.” said the 
streetlamp. 


“Can you see what it says?” he asked the streetlamp. 


Stretching as much as he could the streetlamp could just 
about make out some words written one above the other 


ROAD 
IN 
INCREASE IN 
REOPEN AS 


“Yes, that’s it: Road — in — increase in — reopen as.” 


“What???” yelled Giles. 
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THE MOTORWAY 


Had it all been for nothing then? All the effort he had 
made, all the fear and pain he had endured? Was he 
going to spend the rest of his life on the side of a road with 
no traffic. He would be the most useless petrol pump in 
the world. He would never have the chance to serve any 
more petrol. Just when he had made such a good start. 


“Look,” said the streetlamp. “They’re putting up another 
sign.” 


THIS 
NOT 
DUE TO 
WILL 


“This — not — due to — will” read the streetlamp. 


“That doesn’t mean a thing,” said Giles. “Are you sure 
you've read it properly?” 


The workmen were now placing the second sign 
alongside the first. 
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ute.” said the streetlamp. “Perhaps they make 


“Wait a min . 
bias together. 


INCREASE IN 
REOPEN AS 


Giles had a good think about this. 


“This road not in due to increase in will reopen as. Are 
the signs upside down?” he asked. 


The streetlamp told him they were not. 

“Then it’s a secret language!” shouted an excited Giles. 
A third sign was now being added to the other two. 
“What does it say?” asked Giles impatiently. 


“Oh,” said the streetlamp, “that changes everything. I 
understand now.” 


“Well come on then!” shouted Giles and the streetlamp 
tead the signs from left to right: 


THIS ROAD IS 

NOT IN USE 
DUE TO INCREASE IN TRAFFIC 

WILL REOPEN AS’ | A MOTORWAY 


satel 


“A motorway!” This was like music to Giles’s ears! Thig 
road was going to become a motorway. That meant 2 
thousand cars every day at the very least. Or even ten 
thousand or a hundred thousand maybe. He felt dizzy at 
the thought. Ordinary cars, lorries, articulated vehicles, 
caravans, motorbikes, everything! And he would be a 
MOTORWAY PETROL PUMP! 


“This is our chance, streetlamp!” he said triumphantly, 
“We'll soon be seeing long queues here and we'll both 
become terribly rich and famous!” 


The streetlamp lowered his head. He looked sad. “Aren't 
you pleased?” asked Giles. “You'll be a MOTORWAY 
STREETLAMP! Almost as important as the sun. It’s 
incredible!” 


“What are you talking about?” The streetlamp lifted his 
head slightly. “If this is to be a motorway, where does that 
mean we'll be standing?” he asked quietly. 


“Err. . .alongside the motorway, of course.” Giles thought 
the streetlamp did ask some silly question at times. 


“Wrong,” answered the streetlamp, “not alongside but ON 
the motorway. That’s where we'll be! If this road has to be 
made four times as wide, we shall both be in the way. And 
we'll just be removed. Taken away.” 


“Ding, ding,” went Giles weakly. He felt as if his world was 
about to fall apart. 


Nothing happened during the next few days. The road 
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was just abandoned. Not one single vehicle passed the 
barrier. Not even a motor cycle came through. 


After that, Giles said nothing more and the streetlamp did 
not bother to light up at all. 


On the fourth day, or it may have been the fifth — as one 
day was very much like the next — they heard “the noise” 
somewhere in the distance. The heavy throbbing noise of 


a machine drawing closer. 


“They’re on their way,” muttered the streetlamp. “They'll 
be here by tomorrow.” 


He was right too. The next day there appeared at the end 
of the road: bulldozers, excavators, tractors, cranes, trucks 
and lorries. They went about their work like monsters; 
pushing aside, taking up and carting away everything in 
their path. Trees, bushes, a telephone box, low walls and 
even houses disappeared to the accompaniment of 
terrible cracking and tearing sounds. Trucks and cranes 
took everything away to the crusher. Bulldozers flattened 
the land, leaving behind a large flat strip where not even 
the smallest blade of grass was to be seen. 


Giles felt ill. Some petrol came up into his throat and he 
thought he was going to be sick. That evening the 
machines came to within 100 metres of Giles and his 
friend. Then the men stopped work and returned home 
for the night. 


“It’s our turn tomorrow,” said the streetlamp sadly. “And 
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absolutely nothing can save us. If I had known 


Lee “0 ne somewhere else.” 

pd ha 

aphat do YO" mean?” asked Giles. “Did you set yourself 
p here too? Haven't you always been .. . a streetlamp?” 
u 

Not at all! I used to be a human like you were. Did you 
shink yOu were the first one to do it?” 

Err. « » The thought had not even crossed Giles’s mind. 


“| was 2 man,” continued the streetlamp, “but I didn’t do 


very well. I did everything wrong. Everyone got annoyed 


or angry with me. That’s why I decided to do something 


with my life.” 


He carried on, “I decided to become a streetlamp. A light 
shining in the night. Everyone sees it. It’s beautiful and 


useful too. And I’m happy.’ 


Giles agreed. Who would have thought it? Underneath it 
all, his friend was just like him! 


“This is the last time I shall light my lamp,” said the 
streetlamp and a beam of warm yellow light suddenly 


appeared. 


“It’s a bit like the sun.” thought Giles. 
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THE LAST BEND 


he machines were waiting impatiently in a |i 

pehind the other; throbbing, thundering, rence we 
grumbling. A workman was holding up a little green {| 
Suddenly his hand went down. GO! a 


The machines set off in a cloud of dust. Trees and bushes 
soil and gravel all flew up into the air together. 


“Now I'll show them how nobly a streetlamp dies,” said 
the streetlamp solemnly. He stood up straight, held his 
lamp high and lit up the approaching gang of men. 


Giles looked at his friend in admiration. 


“I hope I can be as brave,” he thought, “but I’m so 
frightened.” 


The enemy was still approaching. Fifty metres more to 
go....forty....thirty. . . 


orn loudly and 
It was the fat 
ed out of the 


A jeep came racing up, sounding its h 
stopped just in front of the machines. 
sergeant with the crimson face. He struggl 
jeep, out of breath, holding a new uniform over his arm. 


“What's happening here?” he panted. 
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The workmen jumped out of their machines and went 
over to him. 


“Pm on a special mission from General Vanderspleen,” 
said the sergeant importantly. “I have to deliver a new 
uniform to a soldier in charge of supplying petrol to the 
land forces.” He pointed to Giles. 


“A soldier?” muttered a workman. “That’s just a petrol 
pump!” 


“Supply soldiers know how to camouflage themselves,” 
said the sergeant quietly. “The more he looks like a petrol 
pump, the more valuable he is as a soldier!” 


“In the name of General Vanderspleen, I present you with 
a new uniform,” he announced solemnly. He took the 
trousers from his arm and held them out to Giles. 


The workmen watched all this in amazement. 


The sergeant threw the trousers over his shoulder and put 
the jacket around Giles’s body. Then he placed the hat in 
position. 


“There we are,” he said. “It’s not quite as it should be but 


it’s better than nothing.” He saluted, turned round and got 
back into his jeep. 


“And what about our motorway?” asked a workman who 
was totally taken aback by the whole business. “The 
pump....er....soldier is in our way. Can we move it?” 


58 


The sergeant threw the man an angry look. 


spre you mad, old chap?” he shouted. “This soldier 

rovides a support service for our troops. He’s baie 
42 corated by the General himself! If you dare touch him 
[ shall Court Martial you. You'll all be shot!” He started up 
the jeep and drove off. 


The workmen looked at Giles with great respect. 
They started up their machines again but instead of 
making a straight line to the pump and the streetlamp, 
they went round them and started work a few metres 
ahead. 


“They. ...they’ve gone,” stammered Giles. “They’ve 
gone round us! We’ve been saved!” 


“We can breathe again,” said the streetlamp with a sigh. 


The asphalting machine arrived the next day. It covered 
the ground with a thick layer of tarmac. Then came the 
line-drawing machine painting lovely straight, white lines 
dividing up the motorway into lanes. 


Giles and the streetlamp took a great interest in every- 
thing. As if it were their own motorway. Which it was, of 
course, in some ways. 


Finally, the Minister and a lot of other important people 
came to officially open the motorway. They drove along 
in their shiny black limousines. The Minister looked very 
Pleased. 
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“What a splendid road. Well done everyone!” he kept 
saying. Then he spotted Giles with his bright yellow 


jacket. 
“Stop here!” he ordered. 


The chauffeur braked. The Minister took his cigar out of 
| his mouth. 


“Why did no-one tell me about this petrol pump?” he 
asked in a stern voice. 


The important people shrugged their shoulders. They 
didn’t know anything about it either. 


“As Minister in charge of New Works, I should be better 
informed. It’s sheer negligence!” 


“We could officially open the pump,” suggested one of the 
officials. “We've just opened the motorway, so we have 


everything with us.” 


Giles didn’t quite understand what was happening. “Are 
they going to open me up?” he wondered anxiously. 


The Minister thought for a moment, chewing on his cigar. 
“OK,” he said and everyone started rushing about. 


“Where's the ribbon bearer?” shouted someone. “And 
where’s the official scissor bearer?” 
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‘ Iked up to Giles. H Ras 
ribbon bearer wa es. He had pin 
ae and held up a large red satin ribbon in his hep 


they're going to blindfold me so I can't see them 
pening me up!” thought Giles in alarm. 


But the ribbon bearer draped the ribbon around Giles and 
made a lovely bow at the front. Giles looked like an Easter 


egg. 


The scissor bearer approached even more solemnly, 
carrying a pair of golden scissors on a black velvet 
cushion. 


“Metal scissors!” wailed Giles. 


The Minister held his cigar in one hand, scissors in the 
other and pronounced: “I declare this marvellous new, 
bright yellow petrol pump officially open and ready for 
use” And then he quickly cut the red satin ribbon. 


“Now I’m going to be the first to fill up!” he announced. 


The chauffeur drove the big limousine up and the 


treasurer pushed a ten pound note into the automatic 
dispenser. 


“Good job he doesn’t know about the lorry,” thought 
Giles. “ll let him think he’s the first anyway, otherwise he 
might get angry.” 


a Minister took the nozzle and was about to place it in 
e tank. 
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“Idiot” hissed Giles. “Mind your cigar! One spark and 
we'll all go up!” And he kept his rubber hose firmly shut 
and refused to give one single drop of petrol in case there 
was an explosion. 


“Your cigar, Minister,” said one of the important people, 
“Oh, yes. Hold it for me, would you?” 


Giles breathed a sigh of relief and the petrol started to 
flow. He hoped all his customers were not going to be so 
tricky. 


Soon afterwards, other cars began to arrive. It was just as 
Giles had imagined! A constant stream of traffic: all makes 
and sizes and colours of car. There was always someone 
filling up and Giles did his best to please them all. His 
reputation soon spread and more and more people came 
to get petrol from him. 


Sometimes the queue would stretch for several miles. 
Children would get out of their cars and play football in 
the field behind, while they were waiting. At night, the 
streetlamp provided light and the customers kept coming. 


“Petrol is so cheap here,” explained a blonde woman. She 
had come all the way from Scotland just to fill up her car. 


ve pump is such a pretty yellow colour,” added her 
tiend. 


Each had his or her own reasons for preferring Giles to 
any other pump. 
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ott lasts longer,’ claimed one. 


«ft makes the car go faster,” was the opinion of another 
A third thought the car sounded better. A fourth said he 
came because there was such a nice atmosphere. 

In the midst of all this, Giles carried on with his work. He 
swallowed piles of money and gave petrol in return. 


One day he had rather a shock. A motorbike and sidecar 
drew up. A man got off, leaving a woman in the sidecar. 
it was his mother and father! His father put a ten pound 
note into the slot. 


“My last ten pound note,” he muttered. “Never mind, this 
IS the best petrol pump in the world after all!” 


How proud Giles was! His father had said he was the best 
pump in the world! Instead of swallowing the note, Giles 
produced several more. 


“What have we got here?” said his father in amazement. 
“lve hit the jackpot!” He put the money in his pocket. 
“Thanks very much, my little pump,” he muttered and: 
began to fill up. 


Then Giles heard his mother’s voice. 
“You might think this is ridiculous,” she said, “but it makes 


me think very much of our Giles. He used to love petrol 
Pumps. | wonder what’s happened to him?” 
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Then she began to cry quietly and there were tears in 
Giles’s eyes too. 


Giles filled the tank full to overflowing. 


“We'll have to come back here again, you get very good 
value!” cried his father. 


He tried to read the numbers on the counter but it was too 
misted up with tears. Giles watched as they drove away 


lost in thought. 


“Hey, pump, can I have some petrol please?” said a loud 
voice. 


Giles automatically swallowed the next customer's 
money: it was business as usual. 
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Giles has made his decision. A new life for him. 
He has no idea what strange things are going to 
happen to him when he decides on his new role..- 
as a petrol pump! 


All the Reading Bear books have been specifically 
written for this series. 


The four suggested reading levels are purely for 
guidance. They are identified by a coloured band across 
the top of each book, as indicated in the panel above. 


In the preparation of the writing and illustrations, special 
care has been taken to ensure that the young reader’s 
interest is maintained throughout each story, as well as 


the whole series. 


As the reader progresses from one reading level to the 
next, the series will supplement their school work and 


enhance their reading ability. 
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